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And with a piece of cloth she kept them covered.
The gardener from the tree got down
And kept them on the head of his wife.
From that place the gardener's wife
Marched to the village of Rai
"Buy lemons, oh ye, buy lemons," she cried.
Out came Rai in great hurry
"How many lemons for a pice ?" (She asked.)
"The green-ones are three a pice
The fully ripe are two per pice."
"From what village is this gardener-woman?'1
"I come from thy husband's place, o Rai."
"Of my husband's family
How do the people fare?"
"All of them are hale and hearty
Your husband alone is not well. "
Rai hurriedly left the place
And ran to her mother's  side.
" Oh mother, my mother dear,
When would you send me to my husband's place ?"~
"Wait for the bazar-day of Mathura.
I shall buy thee a fine winnowing pan.
And   then shall   I   send thee   to   thy husband's
place/'
From thence did Rai start
And to her father she approached.
She asks him when he should send her to her husband's
place. She recives a similar reply. Then she approaches her
brother and then her sister. She pins them the same
question and receives similar answers.
Rai began to oil her hair.
The oil-pot, from her hand,dropped on the ground,
"Oh mother, this is a bad omen," (she cried).
"Nothing is bad when you start for home,"   (her
mother replied.)
Rai went for a bath
The water-pot from her hand dropped down.
Rai sat down to take her meal.